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The Irregularity of Meaſure in ſome of the Songs, &c. has been 4 En 
cauſed by adapting them to the Muſic. | 
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Be hope the inmate of my breaſt, 


Songs, &c. 


1 


TRUE. FRIENDS. 


Where captive wretches pining, 
Enjoy kind freedom's boldeſt flights, 


While fancy's powers combining. 


11. 


Hope leads us on from day to day,“ 


Beguiling keeneſt ſorrow; 


Still chacing preſent grief away, 


And ſmiling on the morrow. 


Nor let her reign be ſingle, 
Let love too join, a welcome gueſt, 
And equal N mingle. 


Song. (Carlos. ) 


Is hope alone the lover buoys 
When beauty all diſdaining, 
Withbolds her dearly wiſh'd-for.joys, 
And ſpurns his fond complaining ; 
Tis hope the gloomy dungeon lights 


Song. 


„ 
Song. (Ole Podrida.) N 


of all the gueſts a landibed ſees 1 
Within Toledo's walls, 
Give me a fat Friar who ſits at his eaſe 
And ſtoutly about him calls. | 
With his head ſo bald and his gown fo black, 
And his noſe ſo red and his beads good lack, 
Yet only ſet by him a bottle of ſack, 
They ſmile at each other, 
The bottle and brother, 
He kiſſes the glaſs with a hearty Mau 
| Good lack, good lack, 
| T'other bottle of ſack, 
Yes father, ſays I—and it's off in a crack, 
The Doctor can ſwallow a poor man's fees, 
The ſoldięr can ſwallow a ball, | 
The lawyers I'll venture whatever you pleaſe, 
Will ſwallow the devil and all. 
But of all who at ſwallowing have a good kak, 
I never had yet ſuch a friend to my back, 
As a friar who ſwallows a bottle of ſack ; ' 
Then calls for ſome more 
While I ſet up a ſcore, 
T'other bottle of ſack, 
Good lack, good lack ; 
Les father, ſays I, and it's off ina crack. 


Song. 


Co 


H: 


g. 


Kr Bare * 


Huſbands rule the roaſt tis true, 
Ves they do, ſo they do; 
Wives ſhou'd rule a little too, 

By kindneſs, and perſuaſion, 
Huſbands jealous whims may —_ 
If no cauſe thoſe whims awake; 
Juſt it 1s they ſhou'd partake, 

All their airs occaſion. | 


= 
Marriage is the golden mean, 
Yes it is, ſo it is; 
Honeſt joys to ſhare between, 
Thoſe who love ſincerely. 

Women then ſhou'd recollect, 
Ne'er this maxim to negle&, 
Beſt obey who beſt protect, | 

And love good huſbands dearly. 


Song. (Dominice.) 


Come daughter liſten to your prieſt, 
Who to this point will truly ſtick, - 
Harm ne'er was meant to man or beaſt, 


By father Patrick O Dominic; 


Who hither comes from convent cell, 


Your duty, daughter dear, to tell. 


"Near 


Need to your heart my council TY „„ 
It's uſe will laſt you long: | 
Or ſhou'd your mem'ry fall aſleep, 

Awake it with this ſong ; 
- With a fal, lal, &c. 
| : | =. 
Be to your huſband ever true, 
| With ſcolding never break his reſt ; | 
The breeches can't belong to you, ” 
| Becauſe you know they fit him beſt. 
'To induſtry your heart incline, 
And never give a prieſt bad wine, 
Still of this cordial keep a ſup, '_ 
For thoſe who wiſh you beſt ; 
Good leſſons in your heart lock up, 


Good liquors in your cheſt, | 
Bo With a fal, — &c. 


Song. ¶ Binnacle.) Ry 

I've fail'd with many a captain bold, 

I've ſail'd both near and far, 
I've ſarv'd my king, I'm growing old, 

And am mark'd with many a ſcar. 

To larned words I don't pretend, 
1 ſays but this and there's an end; 
Heav'n proſper long the ſeaman's friend! 


The ſeaman's friend 1 
II. On 
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II. 


Only think when a tar gets out to . 
To fight for his country dear; 5 
Leaves wife and children two or thre, , 
Who all for his ſafety fear. 
Only think how aloft their pray'rs aſcend, _ 
For thoſe who may chance his lot to mend, 
And to proſper long the ſeaman's friend; 
ww man 8 friend ! 


| So. if Theodor. my 


What i is it, when the 5 is near, 
That prompts each ſoft endeavour; | 

To make him ſtay, to wiſh him here 3-5 
For ever and for ever? 


e II. 
What is it, when I'm left alone, 
(Ah me!] what pain to ſever) 
That makes me fear, alas! he s gone 
For ever, and for ever? 5 


s it the little fabled boy, | 

Who ſhoots with aim fo clever; 

Has from this boſom baniſh'd j joy, 
For ever, and for ever? 


TRIO. 


nly 


T 11 
55 TRR 
FINALE. 


2 Prythee, now, Jacomo, let a poor maiden go, 
Ah, liſt to a damſel's pray 'r, 

Blon. Surely he cannot be, ſuch a vile rogue to we, 5 
So eruel to the wiſhes of the fair. 


Faco. Here's a noiſe, ſilly toys, women all, who but boys, 


A fig for their chatt'ring care, 
Ther, Pr'ythee, now, Jacomo, let a poor maiden go, 5 
Ah, liſt to a damſel's pray r. | 


Fac. Nay, prythee let me be. 


Theo. 5 
& Ah, prythee, liſt to me. 

Blon. 

Fac. Two ſuch tongues who at once can bear! 


Theo, To refuſe us ah, how can you bear ! 

Blon. Was there ever ſuch a rough hewn bear! 

Jac. Pray go in, 'twere a ſin, were I now to begin, 
My maſter's wiſh to balk, 


Will you go? 


Theo. Jacomo! | 
Sond.  - - | Will you hear? | 
Fac. | | | No! no! 
T heo. | | Ep 
& Alas! 'tis vain to talk. 
Blon. : 
Fac. In vain this idle talk. 
| Tis nonſenſe thus to pout, 
I know what I'm about. 
Well a day, bawl away, long enough may you ſtay, 
Ere I come to let you out, 
No, no, Jacomo, woman yet ne'er could know, 


— wits how to put to the rout. 
END OF ACT I. 


Together. 


Tarether. 


* 
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boys, 


Together. 


no! 


Together. 


ot 


Ruartetto. 


Carlos, Ah, why thoſe beauteous charms eclipſe 
My life, my ſoul's deſire? 
Ah, why forbid thoſe coral lips 
To own a mutual fire ? 
Alas! how cruel. 


E on 3 | 


Car. Nay, then, I'll venture, | 

Blon. : 9 you ſhant”, 
Car. 1 muſt, 

Blon. Be quiet. 

Car. {Diſcovers Blon.} I'm betray'd, 
Bleu. Have mercy on a helpleſs n 


Jac. A pretty ſpot of work you've ad 


Theo. Bleſs me what uproar this 1 hear, 
Blon. The gentleman is mad I fear. 
Theo. (to Car.) Say 'twas to her your paſſion ſpoke ; ; 


Car. an I'll carry on the joke. 


Nay beauteous maid, to you [ came, _ 


Accept a lover's ardent flame, 
B Theo. 


e 
Theo. O dear, good nurſe, the caſe 1s plain, 


It 1s your lover ? 
Blon. Mine! 10 fie; 3 
Nay, I proteſt | 
Theo. * Jac. 'Tis alli in vain, 


I think you'd better go, good bye! 


A. (To Carlos. 0 Good bye, . _ | 


| Seng. (Binnacle,) 


An orphan boy, at ſea when I 
Aloft was forc'd to hie up; 


Ben boatſwain bawl'd my lad, don't cry, 


But keep your weather eye up. 


The captain too, and all the crew, 

My ſorrow for to dry up, 

They gave me grog till all was blue, 
And clos'd my weather eye up. 


= 


| The voyage o'er, I went aſhors, 
Freſh flops and grog to buy up, 
The caſh flew out, and Ben once more 
_ Cried, © Gros. __ weather eye up.“ 


The 


cn) 


The girls who knew well what to FR 
My comelineſs wou'd cry up; 
They ſtole my heart and money too, 
And cloſed my weather eye up. 


III. 

Return'd once more and wiſer grown - - 
Says I, my fate T'iT tie up; | 

T'll take a wife, when ſhe's my own, 
T'll keep my weather eye up. 

No ſooner ſaid, but Poll IJ wed, 
And ſnug awhile did lie up; 

Nor ſhall J live to ſee her dead, 

For grief wou'd cloſe my eye up. 


Song — 


Before I came from Con naught, Dowd inic they chriften'd me 
The ladies cried out he's a nice little rogue, 

My father dy'd and nothing left, then not a crater liſten'd me, 
And that was a little too much the brogue. 


My friends abroad they ſent me, a convent to explore, 

(From monks and jolly friars, the bell away I bore,) 
Yet had it been a nunnery, I ſhou'd have liked it more, 
But that wou'd have been a little too much the brogue. 


II. The 


("= ) 
J „ 
The Spaniſh Dons they all made up 2 jealous reſolution, 
With me they ſuſpected each ſweet little rogue, | 
They ſwore no Connaught man ſhould give their ladies abſo- 


That being a little too much on the brogue, | [lution. 


The Iriſh O, amaz'd them ſo, each father, . brother, 
That tho' I cou'dn't loſe the O, at laſt to ſtop their pother, 
I took it off from one end, and clapt it on the other, 

O then to be 3 ure how they ſwallow'd the brogue. 


Duet. ( Carlos and Theodera,) 


Car: Ah! why ſuppoſe deceit is nigh, 
Wulle Carlos 1 is in view, 
Ah! why ſuppoſe he heaves a ſigh, 
Por any fair but you? 
+ Thoſe charms alone my heart enſlave, 
For thole my wiſhes pine, 
I'd give up all this fide the grave, 
, Cou'd I but call thee mine. 


T Beo. Ah! why with looks of love perſuade, 
Which too ſuccesful woo, 

Ah! why thus tempt a ſimple maid, 
Too much inclin'd to you ? | 

Let honour conſecrate the band, 

Of love twixt you and me, 

And 'till a parent gives this hand, 

| This heart I'll keep for thee, 


Both, 


Both, 


u) 


Bath, Let honour conſecrate the band, 


Of love 'twixt you and me, 


5 | y 
And till a parent gives yo . hand, 


50 J. eart ll Perg for * - j 


ia 


Song. (Podrida. ) 


It chanc'd one day, that a crow ſo black, 
Down in a meadow ſo green, 

Had ſtol'n a cruſt from a pedlar's pack, 
And carry'd it off unſeen. 

Up in an apple tree flew the crow, 

And ere ſhe the tafle of her prize cou'd know, 


A fox came by and ſtood below, 


Down in the meadow ſo green. 


II. 


Says Reynard, Jove's eagle ſure I ſee, 


Up in a tree ſo high, 


Says the crow to herſelf, he ſurely means me, 


And a very fine bird am J. ; 
What eyes, ſays Reynard, and what an air, 
That plumage how divinely fair! 
Never was beauty ſeen ſo rare, 

Pp in a tree fo high. 


III. The 


” 
< 
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W. IN 


The crow enchanted clap'd her wings, 5 
A-lack and a-well- a- day, | 

Says Reynard, I'm ſure that angel lings, 
Cou'd I but hear the lay. | 


The crow look'd round at what he ſaid, 


For flatt'ry often ſurus the head, 
She open'd her mouth, and ſhe drop'd her bread, 
Reynard caught it, and gallop'd away. ; 


FINALE. Zo 


Theo. Ye critics ſpare the bard, 


/ On whom you oft have ſmil'd ; 
Who waits your juſt award, 
| With reſignation mild. 
Car. To you'he humbly bends, 
His efforts to protect; 


Where you approve, approve like friends, 
And, ah! like friends correct. 


CHORUS. 
To you, &c, 


Blon. 


14% 


7 


ids, 


Blon. 


960 


Blon: ca critic ſtern but he, 

Ao beauty muſt ſubmit, 

Then ladies join with me, 
And we ſhall pleaſe the * 


Bin. Ye brother tars around, 


Come join good humours crew: 
No hope was ever left aground, 
'That we repos'd on - 


AH SOR. 
To you, &, _ 


Beat, If you'll not think me Wrong, 


To urge a claim tho? work, 
Pod. Be quiet ! hold your tongue, 
A wife ſhou'd never ſpeak. 
Dom, Then let us ſay but this, 
Before our ſtory ends; | 
We hope you'll pardon what's amiſs, 
And foſter our TRUE FRIENDS, 
FULL CHORUS, 4 
Then let us, &c. 


FINIS. 
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